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she played, now on her piano, now on her clavichord;
then returned to his room, her face childishly anxious and
eager, desiring, he knew, nothing so much as assurance
that, as in the past, her music had soothed him, made him
happy and "washed the dreams out of his sleep." He
remembered the spring evening on which she had first
used this phrase, stooping over his pillow and moving her
fingers in his hair. "You are very gentle with me," he had
answered, and now, when he made himself repeat the
words, she looked searchingly at him as if she were half
aware of listening to an echo.
Next morning, when he awoke, he had slipped low in
the bed. The old grip of an ingrowing armour was on his
body and the nurse had to be summoned to help Julie lift
him. All day and for many days afterwards pain con-
tinued, until it appeared to him as a thing having life in
itself, combative, wilful, unsleeping, a cruel enemy, and
he began to imagine, as he had in the past, that it had a
face and hands and observant eyes that pursued him. His
agony was sharpened by knowledge that this pain, which
might be said in loose phrase to have returned, had in
truth never been absent from him; for a little while he had
been its master, shutting against it the door of his inmost
mind, which now stood open, submitting him to invasion
and recapture.
He could resist no more. The sustained determination,
which had enabled him to establish over himself a rule of
conduct and spirit, sufficed now to control his conduct
only. He would not confess that his sickness had increased;
he would not speak to Lewis or to Julie of what he knew;
he would cling to the outward forms of his association with
them and of his life in EnkendaaL But within him was
anarchy. The spirit is ruled by expectations and memories,
of which the first were gone, the second unendurable.
His defence being down, he lay open to every attack—
above all to the torments of pleasure in a heart forbidden
peace. As the sound of music, summoner of ghosts, had
become the enforcement and cruel accent of his desola-
tion, so were all his former delights of sense and thought
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